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Summary: When Eva made the choice to open a small tattoo parlour in her hometown of Gotham, she figured that she would have clients with ties to the seedy underbelly of her fair city. Still, Eva never expected her work to draw the attention of someone worse than a mafia boss.





	1. Welcome to Naughty Needles

It wasn't exactly easy owning a business in the middle of a shit hole like Gotham… Now some would assume this statement to be something of an opinion, but in Eva's case this statement was a fact and in her case an incredibly harsh truth. Sure, rent on the building was reasonable. Shit, she was a college drop out in her mid-twenties who ran her own business. She was her own boss, how many college graduates could say that… Probably many, but that was beside the point. Either way, Gotham was a rough place, difficult to grow up in and difficult to stay in. Most people tried to get out once they hit college, but being a foster kid wasn't from a city with a reputation wasn't very attractive to colleges outside of Gotham.

Spinning the keys to the shop around her point finger, Eva locked the door and went about cleaning up. She had a strict rule that artists clean their stations, but that didn't exactly mean the floor was safe from germs. Eva had been questioning for a couple years her thought process on renting out a location on the docks. All that wind, sometimes the sand got in. It was mess. Hell, one time a fucking seagull sauntered into the place. Smirking, Eva pushed the mop about the black linoleum floor. Her artists had loved that, the next day she came in to find that chair the seagull had occupied on its visit had been permanently reserved with commemorative sketches, fuck, Christian got a tattoo of that flying rat as a gag. What some people would do to commit to a joke, but who was she to judge? She had a tattooed "Despite my ghoulish reputation, I really have the heart of a small boy. I keep it in a jar on my desk" on the inner part of her right arm. Christian had his idiot humor, whereas Eva had her dark humor.

Shoving the now cold mop into the bucket, Eva surveyed the interior of "Naughty Needles." Ready to go for tomorrow morning. She had a couple sessions scheduled, both of them regulars. Though Eva was no fan of tooting her own horn she was well known in the inked part of the Gotham community. Her favorite subjects of work were usually warped, dark, and even sickening. Last week a member of the Russian mob had come in wanting the lips of a woman coated in blood on his chest, complete with Eva's trade mark ability to induce shine on the ink to make it look like real blood. Gross out tattoos were a personal favorite, the more messed up the more creative and indulging her work could be.

Eva was just about to head to the back to grab her purse and a jacket when a sharp rap on the door sounded. She froze, hand straying to the register where a gun was kept. Fingers grazing the cool metal, she took a breath and called out to the stranger at the door from her position. "I'm sorry but we're closed for the night! Come back tomorrow!"

There was another rap on the door. Taking the pistol in hand, Eva walked quietly over to the window next to the door. Drawing back the black-out curtains she attempted to make out the figure. The lights on the docks had long gone out for the evening, casting the person in shadow. Confident in her decision to make the glass on the windows facing the docks bullet proof, Eva tapped the window and pointed the gun. "I said we're closed asshole!"

She could tell from the profile that it was a man, he turned slightly and looked her up and down. Eva had lived in Gotham all her life, in her time she had spent on earth she had tased 3 guys, maced 5. Adding a guy with a bullet in the leg to the list of assholes that tried something wasn't much of a stretch. This guy though, he didn't seem to be threatened by the gun. Eva's hands shook a little, but she kept the gun steady. The man drew closer to the window and that was when the light in the shop caught his face. Eva felt the breath steal from her as she looked into the eyes of a criminal that was all too familiar. Trying to regain her composure, Eva gritted her teeth and snarled. "I said we're closed. Leave or I'll call the cops!"

Ever so slowly, the red lips pulled back into a menacing grin, revealing a set of metal encrusted teeth. "Now, you must be Eva Anton?"

All Eva could do was blink in shock. When this guy knew your name, you were in trouble. Smirking, he pulled something from his coat pocket and pressed it to the window. It was one of Eva's businesses cards. Black in color, the lettering mixed purple and blue with an elegant variation of Impact font. On the bottom, there was quote that read "Beauty is skin deep. A tattoo goes all the way to the bone."

Eva stared at the car for a good minute and then felt the urge to gag when she noticed that the card had been horribly stained…. Was that blood? He chuckled. "You came highly recommended from a recent client. You've got serious talent, honestly I couldn't leave this bit of work."

Then he held up something else. Eva threw up a bit in her mouth. It was human skin, recently decked with the bloody lips of a woman. She couldn't tell where the inked blood ended and the real began. Swallowing down the bile, the tattoo artist looked up that the man. He seemed to be enjoying the fear in her eyes. "Now—"

He folded up the skin and tossed it to someone behind him. It was then that Eva noticed that he was not alone. "How about you unlock the door and we can begin my consultation, hmm?"

Eva licked her lips nervously. Of all the shit, of all the crazy fucks in Gotham, it had to be the Joker. A lazy smile revealed his glittering teeth. "Or, if you'd rather make it difficult…"

He slammed his hands against the glass and laughed. "Cause I'm good either way. I bet you have a lovely scream."

When he laughed, Eva felt a series of icicles being shoved into every vertebrae of her spine. Well, she didn't have much in the way of choice. Wasn't like she could whole up in the shop until he left, hell, he'd probably come back and trash the place. Eva had no qualms doing work on criminals, she'd inked the worst of them. This one though, Joker wasn't exactly stable. Say the wrong thing, do the wrong thing, ink the wrong thing and that would get her a bullet in the head or worse. There was a knock on the window, jolting Eva out of her thoughts. "Let's make it easier. I've got a nice little selection of TNT in the car and I could knock out this whole building and drag you out…"

Eva stared at him, at the car behind him, and his goons. Letting him have his way would be best. Still holding onto her pistol, Eva pulled her keys out and unlocked the door and the Joke walked into "Naughty Needles" as if he owned the place.


	2. Bloody Nose, Bloody Yes

Own the place he did, Joker walked around the room for a couple minutes, surveying each station, eventually coming to Eva's space. He picked up one or two of her sketches for tomorrow's sessions. The sketches were benign mostly, one was just a wilting orchid for some depressed college student, and the other was the Batman logo the guy wanting it was one of those super fans who probably got kicked in the head one to many times when he went "patrolling the means streets of Gotham." Joker seemed to find that particular sketch the most enjoyable, he wasn't in hysterics but the trademark laugh was there and Eva felt hair at the back of her neck go on end. In keeping her eyes down, she noticed that her gun hadn't been taken away. This guy had no fear, he was of the utmost confidence that Eva wasn't going to risk trying anything. Still ignoring her, Joker snatched up her album of completed work. When he got to the more disturbing pieces, he nodded his approval. Holding up the album to display the photograph of a particular piece, he smiled. "Now this, this is something special."

Now that client was pretty damn memorable, said something about doing a stint in Arkham. He had this fucked up obsession with nose bleeds and he wanted the tattoo to embody that possibly sexual fixation (she didn't want to ask). Disturbing as it was, Eva liked the idea and sort of ran with it. She did a profile from the up part of the nose down, the hands were in the frame and blood was gushing from the profile's nose and the tattooed person looked to be reveling in the blood as it flowed from her nose and soaked her lips and tongue, dripping languidly into the hands. Joker nodded his approval as he went to the next page, tattooed torn up skin made to look flakey and diseased done in tasteful lace patterns, art students wanted the weirdest shit sometimes. Another nod, and Joker snapped the album shut, causing Eva to jump at the sudden sound.

Laughing, he walked up to her, giving her cheek an affectionate slap that could have knocked her down. Eva never really could pin down what death smelled like, yet somehow, Joker managed to wreaked of it. He gripped Eva's chin for a minute or two, surveying her. For a moment, her eyes danced around in terror. Another smile, and Joker extended his approval. "You'll do for what I want."

Letting her go, he walked over to the couch in the waiting area and took a seat. "Well, aren't ya gonna get your stuff so we can start?"

Eva blinked. Oh Christ, he couldn't be serious. "Start what exactly?"

Again, there was that laugh. Joker sat up and leaned forward and spoke as if trying to coax a shy 4 year old. "Well, Eva, what is it that you do?"

Silence, playing the game just meant acknowledging that she'd be forced to spend hours with this insane fuck for God knows how many sessions. "Common, Eva, sweetheart. I know you know the answer."

Sneering, she took a breath and replied. "Tattoo artist…"

He nodded. "And I wouldn't come to a tattoo artist to do a weapons deal…. Unless, that's a side business… Is it a side business because I'm always looking to…"

Joker chuckled and Eva continued to frown. "No, I'm just a tattoo artist."

Leaning back he shrugged his shoulders. "There's your answer, you're my new tattoo artist!"


	3. Sweet Talkin

For the better part of the night, Eva was made to consult Joker as if he were any other client. Although, she honestly couldn't call to mind in any given situation where she felt this on edge in the presence of one of her soon to be canvases. Through most of the discussion, she had the overwhelming urge to throw up, but she figured that would be a bad idea. Joker probably wouldn't take vomit all over his shoes in stride. Eva did her best to pretend he was someone else, she did her very best to ignore the two goons that had taken their positions at her back in case she tried anything. Keeping her head down and her eyes intently focused on her Surface, Eva went about sketching was Joker described "You know how I like to smile?"

Eva nodded, worrying that if she spoke there would be a risk of her squeaking, coughing, puking, or all three at once. Apparently the silent acknowledgment was not something Joker liked. "Do I make ya nervous sweetheart?"

Not looking up, she nodded. "Oh common, I'm not so scary…"

He was leaning towards her, and his hand snuck in for another "affectionate" slap. Eva gritted her teeth. Forcing her chin up, Joker made her look for the better part of a minute, or maybe it was worst? He looked thoughtful for a short while "You have pretty eyes. I'm tempted to scoop em out and keep em."

Eva's hazel eyes widen to the size of saucers as her fingernails dug holes into the arm rests of the chair. Joker continued to hold her in place, Christ, he was actually contemplating the idea of scooping her eyes out. Taking a shuddering breath, Eva smiled awkwardly "I'd like to keep them…"

Chuckling, Joker grinned, flashing the metal teeth. Forcing back a shudder, Eva finished "If you don't mind?"

He continued to stare at her, Eva needed to kill the overwhelming sense of terror that was welling up in her stomach. More than likely, she mistook the welling terror for her early dinner brewing horribly in the pit of stomach, terror being the trigger. Grabbing her Surface, Eva forced it into Joker's free hand. "This is what I have so far…"

Thankfully, it was enough of a distraction. On the screen, Eva managed to sketch a mass of "Ha's" and on the other half of the screen, was a large manic smile. Cartoon to some degree with a dash or realism to set the teeth off. Joker let her go, adding in a slight shove for emphasis. Eva fell back in her chair, watching his reaction. He took a deep breath "Aaaah, I like this, I like this a lot."

Then he went quiet "Bit curious though sweetheart, why'd ya go without that blood effect hmm? You're so good at."

It was out of her mouth before Eva cram it "I figured you'd be covered in blood, didn't wanna overdo it—"

Her voice cut off quickly, she could feel her heart beating against her ribs. Shit, he was gonna kill her, Eva was convinced he was gonna start beating on her. Slowly, very slowly a smile erupted on his face and he howled with laughter. The sound felt like a rusty nail digging a trench in Eva's spine. It went on for what felt like minutes. At this point the tattooist figured that him beating on her would be a far better outcome, at least it would have been predictable. Better to be benign to this maniac than amusing. Eva should have kept her trap shut, she should have shrugged and said nothing he probably would have left it at that. "You sweet talkin me?"

Eva stared, this time she managed to shut up and went with the mere shake of a head. Better than saying something along the lines of _fuck no!_ He smiled and handed back her Surface. "Good, I like it when my women don't talk, too much chit chat can get ya killed."

Fighting the urge to sneer in disgust, Eva ended up just sitting there. Completely dumbfounded but harmless and emotionless, all the better to not get killed. Joker went about straightening his jacket. Standing, he walked around where Eva sat. "Those are perfect, think of a few more."

Eva spun around. "What?"

He glanced at her. "What do ya mean what sweetheart? I want more."

"What else were you thinking?"

Not looking up from buttoning his jacket, he replied. "I think ya know what I like Eva. It'd be a shame if ya screwed up."

Looking at her, he winked and bared his metal encrusted teeth in a grin. "I'll be back same time same place next week."

His goons had gone out the door, but Joker paused "I'm sure you know the drill?"

Eva fixed her eyes on the table in front of her. "No Gotham PD, no Batman, no Justice League?"

Joker chuckled. "Reading my mind already, good girl."

That said, Joker shut the door and within a few minutes the headlights to his car and the roar of the engine were swallowed up in the distance and darkness. All Eva could do was sit there, staring at the space where the Joker had been sitting and at the mess of tattoo spit balling on her Surface. One continuous thought floated the void of her mind… "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuck."


	4. Third Circle Special

Eva didn't go home that night. The thought of driving after _that _encounter was enough to freak her to the next level. Joker could be waiting for her, he could have his goons watching her, he could on a whim decide to follow her home and use her kitchen supplies to give Eva a home-made tattoo. The list of fuckery was endless and Eva couldn't see herself being able to drive without wrapping her car around a lamp post because a shadow looked too much like Joker or Batman.

Sleep evaded her, Eva stayed up most of the night trying to do more for "the Joker project." He wanted more, what did that even mean? Was she supposed to waste her valuable time spit balling tattoo designs only for him to reject them? Pausing, letting her pen rest on the screen, Eva thought for a second. Yes, that's exactly what she would do. Joker was priority now, even if he didn't pay. His distaste would be more than a huff and storming out the door. It would be a bullet in her head, a laugh, a huff, storming out the door, and in an insane twist, blowing up the whole damn dock out of spite.

Licking her lips, Eva got back to work, going over every second she spent talking to Joker. He liked blood effect, but he found her desire to limit the tattooed gore amusing. He seemed to enjoy the simplistic line work she was showing him. His overall look was disgustingly garish. Desperately detailed designs would derail the effect he had on people. Joker wasn't some mafia goon that needed ink to communicate himself a threat. He was a threat, the embodiment of danger with a reputation that screamed _not to be screwed with if you value your everything._ Shuddering, Eva found herself doodling something along the lines of a grinning skull with a jester cap. Next to be doodled were playing cards, A few seconds later she wrote the words "damaged." It didn't take long for her to erase that, subtly, the work needed subtly.

Eventually, Eva was forced to call in delivery at around 1am. Her terror had managed to burn through what she had eaten for dinner. Stress was taking over and when Eva stressed, she would grow ravenous. Snatching up her cell phone, she called a pizza place called "Slice of Hell" that operated till 2-2:30am. It was located a couple steps from Gotham Heights so it could get away with the name and its business hours without the place getting robbed. Eva had also done work on practically all of its employees including Virgil Kane, Slice of Hell's owner.

Eyeing her work, Eva a turn around the shop as she ordered. "Damn Eva!"

"Yeah hey Virgil."

She was surprised that he was working. Virgil ran the place, he shouldn't be doing graveyard stints "you should be sleeping!"

"So should you, what the fuck are you doing at the shop!?"

Virgil's voice quieted, though it didn't do anything to kill the excitement "I came in because Bruce Wayne stopped in with his date."

Eva smirked "Seriously Virgil you are whipped like the rest of Gotham, Wayne is just a guy and not even a good looking guy. His neck is huge."

Virgil huffed "Well, what would you do if he came into your place for a tattoo?"

Taking a seat, Eva laughed. "Let Deluca handle him, I'd get the major reimbursement by putting a spike in the station charge. All the money without having to deal with Mr. Richy Playboy."

There was a chuckle on the other end "You are ruthless Eva. I will warn you, Wayne's been eyeing Heather's sleeve throughout the meal, so she might be sending him way."

Eva groaned. Not another high maintenance client. Joker was enough. "You sure he's just eyeing her arm? Heather pretty damn hot."

A voice cut into the conversation. It had a bit of southern lilt to it "Thanks Eva, but he asked about the sleeve and I gave him your card."

Falling back into the couch, the tattooist knocked her head on the window. "Gee, thanks Heather."

"Welcome doll!"

Virgil came back on "Now I know you didn't call for the conversation. What're you looking for tonight?"

It was at that moment that Eva's stomach growled. "You still got the Third Circle special?"

"The medium mushroom, three cheese, jalapeños, buffalo chicken, celery, with pickled carrots and blue cheese crumbles?"

Eva nodded. "And a large soda."

"Yeah we still have it. All going to the shop."

"Alright, thanks Virge. Don't chap your lips kissing Wayne's ass."

She hung up before Virgil could retort.

It was about 6am when Eva called it quits and ate her last slice of the Third Circle special. The sun was finally rising, which meant that Gotham's nightly terrors would bed down for the day. She felt safer going home. Before locking up, Eva left an excuse note for Christian, Kia, and Deluca. On her way out to her car, she texted her two appointments and rescheduled them just as she pulled off the docks and onto the main rode.

15 minutes later, Eva pulled into the parking garage of her apartment. Rubbing her eyes, she dragged herself up the stairs. Pigeons (or flying rats if you preferred) had taken up their cooing in order to greet the morning. One of the rats had perched itself on the railing. Without a second thought, Eva smacked it. Causing the flying rodent to take wing as it cooed in pure disdain. Smirking, the tattooist fumbled for her keys and made weary attempts to unlock the door. Shit, wouldn't it be the cherry on top of everything if that pigeon belonged to Penguin. She was certain he couldn't speak bird. Still, seeing how Eva's luck took a turn down shit creek and towards the ocean of fuck all; he probably spoke pigeon fluently and Eva would be in for a rude awakening.

Hearing the click of the lock, she tried to open the door, it wouldn't budge. Groaning, Eva gave it a forceful kick "Piece of shit…"

Rent was cheap, but upkeep was nonexistent. Eva had complained about her door 2 months ago, and the landlord had yet to get off his lazy ass and take a look at it. Slamming the door, Eva went through the tiring process of shedding her jacket, purse, and keys onto the entrance table. Her shoes came next, though not as gracefully. One boot was being particularly stubborn, within seconds Eva was on the floor. Within minutes she was out cold and her raucous snores assaulted the apartment.


End file.
